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wife, nit Countess Baccinetti, an enchanting, delicate, slender
creature with dark hair and burning black eyes which glanced at
the Bavarian Crown Prince inquisitively. Her unusually romantic
head fascinated him, and he threw over to her all the wreaths,
flowers, and sweets within reach. A wreath came back and a
charming little inclination of her head acknowledged the homage.
Then the crowd thinned, the horses began to move and the lovely
picture vanished.

A few days later, at a ball given by the Austrian Minister,
Count Apponyi, the Crown Prince managed to secure an introduc-
tion to the eighteen-year-old Marchesa and scarcely left her side
the whole evening. To her regret, she had not been invited to a
party which was to be held at the Casa Torlonia some clays later.
She would have so much enjoyed meeting the Crown Prince of
Bavaria again, shelarnented to a friend. 'Oh, that docs not matter/
was the cheerful reply. 'I know the hostess very well. I am going,
and will take you in with me/ So the two ladies appeared at
Casa Torlonia; the Duchess looked at the uninvited guest in
surprise and then said indignantly: 'What, did no one take the
trouble to tell me beforehand? That may be done in Perugia but
not in Rome/ Crimson with embarrassment and indignation, the
Marchesa wished to leave the ball, but just then the Crown Prince
greeted her and asked for a dance. The hostess saw that Bavaria's
Heir was paying special attention to the Marchosa whom she had
just treated so harshly, and at once changed her manner. The
Crown Prince's heart was already aflame. Whenever he could
he sought the company of this couple; even his beloved artists
were neglected, but Pegasus was the more pressed into service:

Tor pictures and for palaces no longer do I care,

They all are dead; love only lives, whose favour I would wear. . . .

The burning fires of Italy with Teuton soul unite;

Thou my ideal, transcendent beauty and thy mind so fair. . . .

For me there breathes none other so, my Sweet, if thou art here.

Gazing upon thee long, 0 beauteous thing, my senses sway,

For mortal glance no licence hath to gaze on light of day.'l

Ludwig adored Maria Florenzi, called her Mariannina, his
'Madonnina'. The young woman to whom a Crown Prince was
paying such ardent court could not deny herself the enchantment
of this experience, although admittedly the appeal was to her
vanity rather than to her heart. Moved by his homage, she
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